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One 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know if Axl thinks like this, but oh well. 


| knew, in my head | knew that this would work. All the pieces weren't quite in place yet, but | knew they would 
be. | could just feel it. | could also feel hunger. This kind of hunger was a new thing. | mean, | wasn't rich back 
in Indiana but there was always food on the table. It wasn't gourmet shit but it filled you up. Now, eating once 
a day, man, it didn't cut it. | could feel my stomach twist in on itself. But the money | had had to go toward 
rehearsal spaces and outfits for the shows and that, it had to go toward the music in some way, not a bunch 


of food | could gorge myself on. 


| curled up in a doorway to some old building, a bunch of newspapers beneath my head. It was comfortable 
enough. Did it suck sleeping on the street like this? Hell yeah it did, and | wasn't the only one doing it, but there 
was a difference. This was only temporary for me because | had places to go, | had all these ideas and these 
songs to write and this way of singing that was not quite where | wanted it to be yet, but it would be. | could 
see all this shit crystalizing on the horizon. The other people who slept out on the street, some of them were 


lost little run-a-way kids who'd run back to mommy and daddy soon enough. Some of them were drug addicts 


who had burned every bridge they had and no one wanted to put up with their Iying and their stealing, so here 
they were. And some of them were crazy, they had these blank eyes and layers of dirty clothes. 


| shifted my weight on the cold stone beneath me and bunched up the newspapers a little differently so they 
would be more comfortable. My stomach rumbled with hunger, this deep growl, and | felt my insides crawling 
and yearning for something, anything. | felt the hard stone against my hips and ribs. Anyone walking by would 
think | was just like the others out here, some lost drug addict at the end of some rope, at the rock bottom 
of a series of bad choices. They didn't know it was only a matter of time before | honed my voice into what | 


wanted it to be, until | found the guys that would make up the band | had in my head, my dream band. 


"Heyl" | turned at the voice, a girl's voice. | blinked, feeling half asleep and sick from hunger and | hugged 
myself and shook my red hair out of my eyes. There was a girl dressed pretty nice, like expensive, and a guy 
with her, a hulking ex-football player type guy, the type that could never stand me. This one seemed to be no 
exception, he was glaring at me. ‘What the fuck, buddy, | thought, your girlfriend called to me. 


"Yeah?" | said, thinking I'd kick this guy's ass but I'd probably lose because he looked like he outweighed me by 
at least 50 pounds and | was starving. The girl had a half a sandwich in her hands and she held it out to me. 


"Do you want this? | can't finish it," she said, while the football player continued to glare, but now at her. My 


mouth started to water almost immediately at the offer of food, and | was incapable of refusing it. 


"Yeah, thanks," | said, and she handed it to me doing her best to touch me as little as possible. | knew what she 
was thinking. Diseased street vermin. They walked away and | bit into the sandwich, trying not to eat it too 
fast and then puke it all up. 


| ate every last crumb of that sandwich, it was a grinder with salami and ham and processed cheese and globs 
of mayonnaise and shredded bits of lettuce and slices of tomatoes. Nothing had ever tasted so good. | thanked 
the girl again in my head and thought her asshole football player boyfriend didn't deserve her. 


| felt better now but the stone beneath me was still hard and cold, and the newspapers weren't very 
comfortable. But this shit didn't matter. Food and shelter and the basic necessities didn't matter. It was the 
cliché of the starving artist, but | knew what that meant now. The songs that were in my head were the only 
things that mattered, and writing them down and getting the look for the stage, that was all that mattered. 
Eating and a roof over my head didn't matter. | remembered this pyramid they showed us in school, it showed 
the hierarchy of needs. Most people need the most important things to be taken care of before they can do 
shit like write songs or paint or write novels, but the pyramid looks different for people who are really artists, 
or who go beyond that label and just have to do it, paint the picture or write the song or play the instrument, 
when that thing becomes more important than breathing, that's what really being an artist is. 


Tiredness and being full made the stone beneath me finally feel almost comfortable, and | curled up and away 


from the world which right now consisted of a filthy street in LA. 


